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“Andreas,” Alina said, delicately scooping the last of the sorbet the palace staff had served from her dish. “Did you mother tell you more about what she was preparing for you in your dream?” she asked.

Though she commanded the Military of Virago and all the intelligence agencies within the country, she looked stunning sitting at the head of the long dining table.

“No ma’am, just that I needed to hold on until the summer solstice.  I assume she means not to lose my, ah, Tor until then,” he replied hesitantly.  

He wasn’t exactly sure what she meant, but he had seemed to be clear that to orgasm, to give his sexual energy they called Tor before the Solstice would somehow change or alter the plan.  Looking at himself now, he didn’t feel much like a man as it was, but he could follow orders.

“Virago is a magical place in many respects, the one obvious piece being the “sacrum feminam”, the sacred female.  Our Empress, Viktoria, is the living embodiment of the magic that runs through Virago, the Empyrian.  It is said that on the moment of the solstice, a special, ah... person, the “Utvald” or the “chosen” will come forth and give their Tor to her on the summer solstice and that this will mark the beginning of Virago’s ascension.”  

She took the last sip of her wine and replaced the glass.  The footwoman came forward to ask if she wanted more and she declined.

“Now, your mother is, among many things, a great scholar.  She has determined that this “Utvald” is you.  I think the last three days shows that there is a high likelihood that she is correct.  The Empress is fascinated by the implications and has instructed us to prepare you.  You, of course, seem to have taken the matter into your own hands and so here you sit now, ahead of schedule as it were.  Thanks again to the gods the plan wasn’t spoiled in the ward when you first arrived.  I would have caught, what is the term you use in Elsmere, “Holy Hell”?” she asked.  

Andreas nodded.  

“Yes, I would have caught holy hell from your mother and the Empress herself.”

“Tonight, you will meet her Imperial Majesty, Empress Viktoria Manuella DeBose Andalusia.  She personally asked that we bring you here and make a show of it.  She has done her part and now you must do yours,” she said.

At that moment Maya the butler came into the dining room to announce that the Empress would receive them now.  They both stood and Maya showed them to a powder room just off the dining room that they might freshen up.  

Alina looked over Andreas’s make-up and hair.  He reapplied the clear topcoat onto his lips, but otherwise still looked as Hanna, the stylist, had left them when she did Andrea’s makeup earlier that evening.  He used the loo, sitting down as he did with Alina eyeing him, careful not to spoil his dress.  It was another odd moment, bringing him back to the very tangible realization of where he was and what was happening to him.  He suspected the last person to watch him use the restroom like this was his mother when he was a toddler.  Still, it was his new reality.  Women helped each other with dresses, hair and jewelry, even in the restroom.

He pulled his panties and the shaper back up and rearranged the two undergarment pieces such that his telltale bulge was minimized.  With the General’s help and keen eye, he then smoothed out his dress, careful it all hung as it should.  When they were both satisfied with their looks, he grabbed the clutch and the two were ready to see the Empress.

In her official role, Maya escorted them back out of the dining room down the rest of the Great Hall to the two massive doors at the far end.  The two guards opened the doors without them needing to stop.  Maya stepped to the side and half bowing bid them farewell.  They both thanked her for a wonderful dinner and watched as the doors closed behind them.  

When they turned back around the evening secretary was walking to them.

“I trust dinner was agreeable?” she asked.  

They both said that it was, and she turned and started walking through the large foyer they had entered, motioning for them to follow.  

“General, the Deputy Chief of Staff will likely join you, but Empress Viktoria has sent her on some business, and she has not yet returned.  General, your other guest is ready as well,” she said more softly, somewhat cryptically.

“Excellent.  Thank you,” Alina said in stride.

They passed through the foyer into the large Throne room.  The evening secretary explained to Wahl that normally guests would make it only this far into the inner part of the castle. Owing to the fact that there were only two of them, and that he was a special guest, Her Majesty preferred to greet them in her personal residence this evening.  

The throne was magnificent and ornate.  They paused to look at it.  Around the seat itself was a series of carvings depicting epic scenes, mostly of myth, some religious.  

Behind the throne on the wall was a massive painting, again depicting heroic scenes this time of great Viragonian women.  The secretary explained to Andreas that this particular painting was brought to the palace after the countries merged, while the rest, including the throne, were original.  

Andreas scanned further around the room.  The walls were a dark wood with elaborate crown moldings and panels.  They held portraits of former rulers of Virago, again all women.  The floors were a beautiful marble in white, black, and jade green.  The stones were smooth but slightly uneven showing their centuries of use back to when this was a palace in the Seremante kingdom.

Wahl was starting to get nervous now.  He didn’t care to be the center of attention and he felt that tonight he would very much be exactly that, the center of attention.  At least he felt good in the dress and shoes.  He’d walked a considerable distance and not had any issues with the heels. 

Past the throne room was a small antechamber, really an office of sorts for the Empress to sign documents and prepare for presentations in the Throne room. Likely its original purpose was for the clergy, but modern times and practices changed the utility of the room. An old carved desk sat prominently on one side of the room and a baroque style straight-backed chair in velvet and gold sat behind it. There was a normal sized door on the far side of this room which they passed through to a wide hallway.  

The next door had two more guards and was the entrance to the private quarters of the Empress.  Noting the evening secretary and the General, the guard on the right opened the door for the three of them and they all walked through.

The private quarters had a very different feel from the formal rooms of the Palace.  The décor was far more modern.  Lines were softer and decorative elements were less ornate.  

The front door opened again into a foyer, which immediately opened into a grand hallway, wide, long and tall.  A large staircase was at the far end, directly in front of them.  It rose to a landing then split in either direction finishing on the second level on either side of the hall.  There were a few doors on either side of the hall dispersed down the length of the walls.  There was a beautiful marble floor a large grandfather clock and various plush benches to sit on.  

The paintings and wall hangings were more modern and less historic in nature.  Andreas guessed these were by Viragonian artists.  

The secretary showed them into a drawing room on the right. It was small by palace standards, but it was still a big room.  It had two seating areas as set out by the large couches and furnishings.  They walked the length of the room to the far wall where there was a fireplace. No fire was set, as this was early summer, but the mantle was a beautiful wood and marble.  

The secretary showed them the couch and asked them to wait here while she conferred with Empress Viktoria.  She exited through a large oak door in the corner, closing the door quietly behind her.

Alina sat on the couch and Andreas chose an armchair facing the door.  He smoothed his long dress out behind him as he sat, a small thrill as the silk of the skirt slide past his smooth legs.  He sat up straight and crossed his legs, nerves now making themselves known with a rich heartbeat in his neck. 

“Anything else you want to tell me General?  Now would be the time,” he said, betraying his sense of unease.  He tried to play it off with a smile.

“You will do fine Andreas.  Not to worry.  She is keen to meet you after the reports I’ve given her,” she said calmly, staring back at the imaginary fire in the fireplace.  They sat in silence until at last they heard footsteps and the door to the drawing room opened. 

An imperial guard walked through first, then the secretary and then the Empress herself.
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The imperial guard entered the drawing room and stepped immediately to her right swinging the door fully open and then standing guard in front of it.  The evening secretary strode into the room and then stepped to her left to the other side of the door.  Her Imperial Majesty, Empress Viktoria walked into the drawing room smoothly and effortlessly and stopped at the side of the fireplace.  Alina and Andreas quickly got to their feet.

She was easily six feet two or three, with broad shoulders made broader by the shoulder pads of her dress.  She wore a long golden gown the fabric of which was some sort of interesting woven lattice that sparkled.  Andreas thought it was sequined at first, but at closer inspection it was some other kind of reflective material that bounced the light making her almost shimmer.  

The dress had a simple round jewel neckline that accentuated her long neck and the horizontal shoulder line the shoulder pads created.  Instead of a soft round line, the shoulders pads allowed for a more perpendicular angle that abruptly descended down into a long sleeve that ended past her wrist at the mid-palm.  Andreas followed the sleeve down to her fingers, which ended in long pointed nails covered in a luxurious gold nail polish.  

They looked like golden talons.

The fabric of the dress, though not exactly sheer, was doubled over so that the two layers overtop one another allowed a sense of what was underneath without actually showing it.  It was beautifully draped down her torso showing the curve of her natural bosoms, which roamed free under the dress.  It then gathered at the waist before following her natural hip line out and straight town to the floor with enough fabric left for a short train.  

She wore a matching gold kitten heel with some sort of crystal accent at the toe.  It was just visible on her left foot as there was a long slit up her left side of the dress that ended just above the crease between her hip and thigh.  

Andreas couldn’t be sure, but the slit was high enough that it appeared she was not wearing anything underneath the dress.

She had dark hair, not quite black, that was softly pulled back so that it draped just at the bottom of her ear as it swept by.  She had dangling earrings made of gold and diamonds to match the dress.  

Viktoria’s face was thin and beautiful, stunning really.  Her eyebrows shaped and arched ending in a soft point just past the edges of her eyes, which had mascara and little else.  They emphasized her sapphire blue pupils. Her cheekbones were prominent with soft powder and a hint of gold blush makeup accentuating them and she had a dark crimson lip that finished the look.  

Alina was gorgeous.  If it was possible, the Empress was even more so.

Alina, now on her feet saluted the Empress.  

“General, how lovely to see you this evening,” her Majesty spoke with a confident tone.

“Thank you, your grace,” Alina responded with a nod.  “Your Majesty, may I present to you Major Andreas Wahl, of Elsmere.” 

She waved her hand to Andreas, palm up.  Andreas, heart pounding, curtsied as he had practiced.  When he stood again and looked at the Empress, she had a broad smile.

“Yes, the Andreas Wahl I’ve heard so much about.  It is a pleasure to finally meet you,” Empress Viktoria said.  

Andreas wasn’t sure if he should speak so he did not.  He sort of stood there with a half-smile.  The only thing he could think to do was nod his head.

The Empress walked over to him.  She stood just in front of him, several inches taller and inspected him.   Now he understood why Hanna had said he would need the extra height the heels gave him. 

“Let me get a look at you,” she said.  

She gently put her hand up to his chin and her long fingernails pushed against the lower part of his cheek.  There was almost an electrical charge that went through his body at her touch.  It was not a shock, more of a surge of warmth and power.  Andreas could feel the Empyrian flowing through and around her.  

Unknown to him, the Empress felt a strong flow of Empyrian energy flowing from Andreas as well.  

She lightly turned his head to either side as if inspecting something.  She let go and took a half step back.  She made a gesture for him to spin around which Andreas did.

“General Skarpsvärd, I have to say, well done.  Has Catrine seen her yet?” she asked.

“Not yet your Majesty,” was the reply.

“Well then, Major Wahl.  I understand from the General you have decided to join my kingdom and me.  Is that true?”

“Y...yes your Majesty.  It would be my honor to serve you,” he said.

She paused taking in his answer. 

“We shall see about that, Major.  We shall see... Your mother has some interesting theories.  We’ll see if they prove accurate.”  

The Empress turned and walked back in front to the fireplace to where Alina stood. 

“General, you look lovely this evening,” she said and gave Alina a kiss on both cheeks.  

“Thank you, your Majesty, but I must say you look stunning, as ever.  Thank you for allowing us a presence this evening.  I believe it will prove to be, ah, quite revealing,” she said.  

She had a sort of smile on her face as though the two of them were sharing an inside joke.

“Well then.  Perhaps we should head through to the living room and start the revelations, shall we?” said the Viktoria.  

She grabbed Alina’s arm at the elbow and the two of them walked through the door into the next room.  

Andreas unsure what to do followed them hesitantly.  The secretary smiled at him and nodded as if to say, ‘you are correct, follow them’.

The next room must have run the remaining lengths of the grand hall, as it was long and as wide as the drawing room was long.  It was an interesting mixture of living room and library.  

There were several seating arrangements laid out, with the main one set in the center of the room around another grand fireplace.  A portrait of the Empress hung above it, neatly lit by a series of recessed lights.  

The room too, was strategically lit to make it bright and to give it a sense of coziness despite its size.  Clearly it had been renovated and remodeled adding, for example, recessed lighting and room controls.

There were large bookshelves immediately to his left as he walked in and again on the far side of the room, taking the entire wall.  Next to those bookshelves, another door to the room was in the far-left corner as he looked down the length of the room.  

The furnishings were again modern and soft.  Low tables filled with neatly arranged stacks of books and flowers were strategically placed by over-stuffed couches and chairs.  

This was clearly a room the Empress spent time in, and she made it comfortable.

Standing at attention on the inside near wall as they came in were nine Viragonian soldiers in three rows.  They wore a similar uniform as Marta had, knee high boots, one-piece body suit and a peplum military style jacket in navy blue.  All had their hair pulled back neatly. There were a few odd stripes on various jackets.

Alina and the Empress stopped when they got to the center seating area.  There was a plush straight back chair centered in front of the fireplace with two long couches on either side.  An old map table sat low in the middle, long drawers, where maps would be kept, extended the length of the table and stacked one over the other down to the floor.  

On the end of the table, closest to the chair, there was a silver tray with three crystal glasses on it.  The Empress gestured to Andreas to sit on her left, her trusted general on her right.  It also afforded him a view back at the nine soldiers.  

“Why were they here,” he wondered?  

The Empress sat rather gracefully and was sure to pull the skirt of her dress over her legs as she crossed them.  There was easily enough fabric to prevent the slit in the skirt from revealing anything.  

Andreas waited for the Empress before he sat and made sure the dress was in place before crossing his legs.

Before they had even settled into their seat a butler, not Maya, brought in a wine bucket on a pipe style stand and put it just behind and to the right of Wahl at the corner of the couch.  A bottle of sparkling white wine sat partially covered by a white linen towel in the bucket filled with ice.  

The butler deftly pulled the bottle out of the ice, wiped it with the towel so it wouldn’t drip ice-cold water and presented it, label out at a distance the Empress could read the label.

“Thank you, Brigit, I know the General will like this one,” she said with a smile, then turning to Alina.  “I made sure we had your favorite wine chilled tonight, to celebrate.”  

Brigit quickly removed the cork with a satisfying ‘pop’ and began pouring the wine.  

They each took a glass, Andreas noting again with a thrill his long nails as he wrapped his fingers around the small glass.  

The Empress held hers out in front of her.  “To the future of Virago!” the Empress toasted.  

“To the future of Virago,” they both responded, and gave a pretend clink of the glasses.

“And a special toast to you Alina for your lovely handiwork here,” she said looking directly at Andreas.  

They all took a sip, but Andreas felt her eyes on him, studying him.  

“May I add that Alina has done a lovely job this evening, you look very pretty in that dress.  An excellent choice,” she said, then pausing.  “Now, Major,” she said, continuing to use his formal title. “I understand you have started to embrace the Empyrian and that it too has begun to embrace you.”

“Yes, uh, your Majesty.  I’m not sure how to explain it, ma’am, ah, sorry your Majesty,” he fumbled, blushing, thankful his glass was in his hands so he could at
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